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inseparably meant to both, though the direction may con-
tain but one name, lest the postman should not comprehend
a double address.

I can tell you nothing new from France, that is authentic,
only that the explosion at Besan^on, I am assured, was
a fable, grounded on an accident that happened to a man
who, going to see a train laid for blowing up a hill, and
having a pipe in his mouth, some sparks fell, and, setting
fire, blew up him, his wife, and child.

The death of the Abbess of Montmartre was false, too,
though written by Mrs. Swinburnl to her husband! What,
then, can one believe? Nothing. Nay, I can prove that
there is a man living who believes his ears against his own
eyes. Listen! The minister of our parish told me t'other
day that Lord Camelford is not the author of a pamphlet
of which there has been much talk lately. I said, * Sir,
I doubt you are mistaken.' He replied, t Sir, I assure you
Mr. Cambridge told me an hour ago that he had just seen
the D. of Queensberry, who had affirmed to him that the
pamphlet is not Ld, CV I lifted up my eyes to the third
heaven t 4 Mr. C. told you so ?' ' Yes, Sir, Mr. C.' ' Bless
my soul, Sir,' said I, *why, but four days ago Mr. 0., in this
room, told me Mr. GL Hardinge had shown him the pam-
phlet, and told him he had received it from Lord C., the
author. Mr. C. had read it, and gave me a minute account
of the six letters it contained/

Was ever so strange a story ? Lo, what a thirst of news
can do! it can efface one's memory in four days, and leave
no more impression than if one's memory could not contain
a tittle but what it has received last.

I do not vouch f$r my next story, but, true or coined, the
answer was good.

iMaxtha, daughter of John Baker, m. (1767) Henry Swinburne, the
solicitor to the Leeward Islands; traveller and connoisseur.on to Wai- cester, whose later married life was
